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ORANGE, Ge. 


CANTO II. 


TIME was—nor far removed that happy time, 
When Erin's muſe could pour the ſportive rhyme, 
When Twiſs or Manly raiſed the frequent ſmile, 
Strutting in borrowed ſplendor round our iſle; 


When 


Orange.] I haye been informed by the public, and my friends 
in general, that notwithſtanding the preciſion, circumſpeCion, 
accuracy and learning of my notes upon this poem, this being the 
ſecond canto, which, according to the immortal Hudibras, is the 
ſecond book---I have overlooked and forgotten to explain the 
fignification of the title, which, as I am told, is the principal part 
of a work: My late uncle having been always remarkable as a 
writer of titles, which he did to Swift's works, Pope's Homer. 
Plutarch's lives, and other poets of the laſt age, in a ſtyle of 
ſuperior learning and elegance, of which the above 1s a ſpecimen. 
Orange is the name of a pleaſant fruit which growetk in Spain, 
and is therefore called a China Orange, which are fold on Eſſex- 
bridge and the Coal-quay, to the great annoyance of foot- paſſengers, 


and others who ride along thoſe ftreers, by the ſlipping of horſes 


upon the ſkins or pecls thereof—of which the Paving Board, 
Lords Mayor, Apple-women, Sheriffs and ether Magiſtrates, ought 
to be particularly careſul, as well as accidents which happen bv 
the over-driving of bullocks and other enormities. Orange is 
alſo the name of a colour, a principality in France, and the 
Stadholder of Holland, who was formerly King William the III. 
of glorious and immortal memory.—G, F. jun. | | 

Line 3.] Richard Twiſs, Eſq F. R. S. &c. &c. a notorious 
traveller into foreign parts, in particular Swadlinbar, Waterford, 
Spain, and the Oben in Stillorgan-park: He hath a very lively 


genius, having been ſeveral times kicked and tweaked by 


while he was hoſpitably entertained therein. He declined trave a 


ling. into Connaught and the barony of Forth, thoſs provinces 
being 


the noſe, for his brilliant ſallies in derogation of this conney 
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When at a coxcomb, proud in ſelf-conceit, 5 
Satire could laugh, While wiſdom did not hate: 
Then no dark politics—our day's diſgrace, 
Mantled the brow or gloomed the ſurly face— 
Then ſocial eaſe relaxed our cares to reſt, 
Nor feared a dagger in each neighbour's breaſt : 10 
Thoughtleſs of harm the peaceful ruſtic ſlept, 
And women at old tales of murder wept. 
Oft as the ſabbath cloſed the weekly toil, 
The cheerful village brightened with a ſmile, 
The ruddy damſel met her ſun-burnt fwain, 15 
To lead the dancers on the neighbouring plain— 
The ſcenes of Auburn roſe confeſſed to view, 
And our ſweet bard his glowing picture drew. 
How changed the ſcene—difſtruſt and ſcowling 
gloom, | | 

Flag with murk influence thro' the ſocial room ; 
The joke, the pun, the ſprightly ſong no more, 
Set all the thoughtleſs table in a roar— 
Affrighted Comus flies the madding ſcene, 
And leaves mankind to politics and ſpleen, 
No more the ſportive muſe of Murcia's plains, 25 
Inſpires her Preſton's wit and attic ſtrains— 

ſy No 
being remarkable for hoſpitality and other ſavage cuſtoms ; but was 
roughly handled, clawed and bitten, by one of thoſe barburians 
in a coffee-houſe in London, Mr. Twiſs hath, however, outlived 
the ingratitude of his enemies, whom he had ſo groſsly injured, 
and his reſemblance 2 in à certain utenſil; for which he 
went in the moſt public fpirited manner to Paris, io ſee the 
execution, of the Jate King, Louis XVI. with which, and a new 
ſpecies of thiſtle, he returned ſafe to his native coumry, to the 
great embelliſhment of the arts and ſciences. 
Manly, v. Preſton's epiſtle. 


Line 26.] Preſton, This gentleman hath written ſeveral works 
and poems, which he hath moſt patriotically printed by ſubſcrip- 
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No more do Jephſon's ſneer or Courtney's jibe, 
Relax the muſcles of the feſtive tribe 
No more Fitzgerald's academic muſe, 


Unbends from toil to bruſh the mountain deus. 36 


Even he whoſe talents ſway the admiring bar, 
Or in the ſenate wield reſiſtleſs war; 
Whoſe daring muſe to glory might aſpire, 
Reſtraius her ſoaring flight and ardent fire— 
And anxious only gainful pleas to draw, 25 
Plods the dull round of politics and law. 
While claſſic Preſton ſeeks a living tomb, 
The inglorious idol of a new club room 
Liſtleſs of tame, or quite content to gain, 
The vapid incenſe of Jos Edkin's brain : 40 
While 


tion, on the beſt Dutch paper and type, for the public benefit the 
ſame being enriched with {undry engravings and other embeliiſh- 
ments, which are of great ſervice towards the underſtanding 
thereof, | 

Line 27 ] Mr. Jephſon hath written many humourous pieces, 
NH the Count of Narbonne, Braganza, and other tragedies: 

e hath of late turned Plutarch's lives into verſe, from the Greek, 
which he called Roman portraits, together with the hiſtory of 
Clcopatra—and is now engaged in writing a comedy upon the ſad 
events which have happened in France—from which, the Lord, 
of his infinite mercy, preſerve us. | 

Mr. Courtenay is alſo a deſcendant of the late Emperor of 
Conſtantinople, and author of many imart and biting ſarcaſms, 
patliamentary ſpeeches and other poetic pieces, : 

Line 29.} Fitzgerald. The Rev. Gerald Fitzgerald, F. T. C. D. 
and D. D. author of the Academic Sportſman, a paſtoral, in verſe ; 
in which there is a-poerical deſcription of the Black Mountain, 
the River Dodder, and other artificial curiofies near Dublin—and 
a treatiſe on the Hebrew language, in ſupport of the Revelations, 

Line 31.] This gentleman, as I am told, means Counſcllor 
Charles Buſhe, M. P. for the borough of Callan, and pupil of 
Mr. Sanuel Whyte, at the Engliſh Grammar School, No. 75, 
Grafton ſtrect. | 

Line 40.] Jos Edkin. Keeper of the Dublin Library Society, 
Boydell's Shakeſpear, Capt. Thomas Cunningham, and other 
curioſities —This gentleman is an author of good reputation, 
having, with laudable induſtry and flagrant zeal, made a collection 
Gf 
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While Atma's muſe, through Learning's thorny 
road, 

Leads the meek champion of the chriſtian God. 

Even Courtney proſtitutes a noble name, 

In the rank ſtews of democratic ſhame; 

And Jephſon grown of ſober dulneſs vain, 45 

Plods in the drowſy bjographic train. 

No more are rural peace and comfort found, 

But ruin, rage and riot ſtalk around; 

The waketu! village ſcorning honeſt toi], 

Sends forth the murderous band to nightly 

fpoil— 50 

With Drennan's lies and maudlin whiſkey warm, 

To rob and flaughter, to procure reform. 

Alike green youth and unreſiſting age, 

Yield up their lives to their infuriate rage; 

Not facred robes their impious hands reſtrain, 35 

And fhrieking beauty pleads for life in vain. 

With idiot apathy we hear their cries, 

Hear their deep groans in ſad ſucceſſion riſe ; 

| Like 

e poems, by Mr. Charles Fox, Mr. Sheridan, Dr. Gilbourne, 

Ar. Tickell, Mrs, Battiere and other celebrated geniuſes.—The 

Captain is an ornament to his Majeſty's navy, having loſt ſeveral of 

his Majeſty's cruiſers with great credit, againſt Jack the Batchelor, 

the Town of Ruth, the Black Joke, and other notorious pirates 

from which he has now retired upon his penſion, and enjoys his 

om cam dignitate (as my Lord Cloncurry faith) in an arm chair 

n faid room, which he nſeth for the purpoſe of cenſuring his 

Majeſty's perſon and government, with great ſpirit and loyalty, as 

he is in duty bound, having all his ſupport from the bounty 

thereof, | | 
Line 51.] A very loyal Doctor of Phyſic, he having been acquit- 

cd and turned out of court, for publiſhing a treaſonable libel ; 

in which, being a little man and of weak ſtature, he calleth upon 


ne Volunteers to help him in overturning his Majeſty's perſon and 
gSVErnAment, p | 


({ 5.3 


Like the blood-boltered Banquo:s train they come, 
And ſtalk in grim proceſſion to the tomb— 6 


With wonder crazed, with tear and doubt per- 


plexed, | 
We hardly rouſe to aſk—< Who falls the next?“ 
Tis fell democracy, whoſe furious hand 
Stabs at. the vital honour of our land, 


Tears every infant virtue from the ſoil, 65 


And fills our fields with turbulence and broil; 
Bids man, unthinking of lite's puny tpan, 
Raiſe his mad arm to murder fellow man. 

Alas! how ſhort our little leaſe at beſt, 
How ſoon the buſieſt fink to endleis reſt ; 70 
Even while we ſpeak, while Satire pours her ſtrain, 
Who ſees not life and life's enjoyments, vain ?— 
Sees not young Beresford in fortune's bloom, 
Leave all his happineſs to ſeek the tomb ? 
Prudent, yet bold, in all the fire of youth #55 
The ſoul of honour, loyalty and truth. 
Dear to an honoured father as his life, 
The doating huſband of a lovely wite ; 
A beauteous offspring rifing to his view, 
His worth to learn and his fair courſe purſue. 80 
Who does not grieve-to ſee him rudely torn, 


From his young honours won, but ſcarcely worn ? 
| One 


Line 69.] The ſhortneſs of our lives hath employed the ableſt 
divines, mathematicians, philoſophers and notaries public. - My 
ever honoured uncle, who lived to a good old age, uſed often to 
deplore that accident ; and it is accordingly engraved on his tomb- 


ſtone in the Cabbage-garden. The French Reputlic, confidering 


this circumſtance, very properly endeavoured to check the progrels 
of this alarming evil, by a decree, that death is eternal ſleep, 
which giveth univerſal ſatisfaction to the late Croſbie Morgell, 
Lord Mountmorres, and others who expect to die a violent death, 


(8 ) 


One day to Tee him loyal, proud and brave, 
The next the tenant of an early grave: 

Even democrats beſtow the unwilling tear, 85 
And Satire weeps o'er his untimely bier 

But ill with Satire ſuits th' elegiac ſtrain, 

And worth, like his, alas! is mourned in vain. 
No! let me cry againſt the coming ſtorm, 
Raiſed by rebellion's taliſman Reform 90 
With Satire's rod conduct the electric fire, 
And guide deſtruction to its native mire : 
To ſcek out treaſon in her dark retreat, 
While on the bolt detection rides with fate. 
Oh! blind to truth, by factious rage miſled, 95 
Regardleſs of the dreadful path ye tread— 
Who fierce and turbulent are borne along, 
The loudeſt furies of the clamourous throng. 
Why join this drunken democratic rage? 
Why on yourſelves relentleſs warfare wage? 100 
Why trample thus into the ſwiniſh mire, 
All that ambitious avarice can defire? 


Birth, 


Line 96.] Taliſman. For the nature and uſe of this inſtrument 
ſee the Arabian Nights Entertainments, a book of much ſound 
morality and magical knowledge—it is much uſed in the Court of 
Exchequer and other places, to ſignify a necromancers wand 
a braſs-plate, with ſtrange figures engraved therson—toperher 
with'a perſon who attends for the public good, to be ſworn on 
juries, for which he receiveth the ſum of one ſhilling ſterling. 
Line 99.] Democracy ſigaifieth the Liberty — and other 
rioters, for the cauſe of patriotiſm, which is uſually intoxicated 
with whiſkey and other unwholeſome beverages, to the great 
detriment of the revenue and the Poſt-office in College-green, 
where ſeveral nefarious drunkards daily are affembled, ro the 
annoyance. of the Lord Mayor, the Parliament-houſe, King 
William on horſeback, and other valuable members of ſociety, in 
their perambulations through this city. 

_ Line 101. The ſtate of filth and naſtinefs in which the ſtreets 
of Dublin remain, in ſpite of the obſeryations of my Journal upon 


the 
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Birth, fortune, honour, influence to command, 
And talents to ſuſtain your native land. 
There was a time when peeviſh ſpleen might 
dare 195 
To ſpurn a Viceroy or reſign a chair, 
Then, whether Pery ruled the wild debate, 
Or the proud Ponſonbies controuled the ſtate, 
The nation ſmiled upon the paltry broil, 
And throve beneath their emulating toil. 119 
But now, when Treaſon lifts her torm on high, 
Her feet in hell, her head amidſt the ſky— 
When the ſame fury which aſſails your king, 
Muſt on your heads the ſame deſtruction bring— 
When the ſame tide that ſweeps o'er all the 
realm, 115 
The coronet of Beſborough mult o'erwhelm. 
C | Why 


the Lighting Commiſſioners, is a matter of national reproach to 
all foreigners and other noblemen who viſit the ſamT: In particular, 
Father O'Leary uſed to remark in his facetious manner, that the 
Irith were like ſwine, who loyed to roll themſelves in the mire— 
with divers witty ſpeeches and obſervations thereon. 

Line 108.] The family of Ponſonby is very ancient, having been 
in good repute before the invention of ivory combs, as appeareth 
from their coat of arms, the ſame being three rack combs. This 
invention having been of great ſervice to the people of this unhappy 
country, they being obliged ro wear ſhirts and mantles dyed in 
ſaffron, to deſtroy ſaid vermin—this family became of great rank 
and conſequence accordingly, and did therefore ſtrive to prevent 
his Excellency, Lord Vffcount Townſhend, to be Viceroy thereof, 
who is now made a Marquis, by reſigning the office of Speaker of 
the Houſe of Commons, in order to vex ſaid nobleman z and 
failing therein, and being defirous to advance the public good, did 
retite from the adminiſtration, and enter into c= from which 
they have made divers ineffectual attempts to eſcape, proving that 
bad company leadeth men into il} accidents and miſadventures.— 
The hopes of this family are the ſaid Speaker, who is dead—the 
Right Hon. W. P.—-Denits Bowes Daly and George Ponſonby, Efq. 
of which ſeveral facetious ſtories are told, in particular their 
wiſhing that they might leave this country as ſoon as it thould be 
infeſted with their Roman Catholic brethren, and other odd and 
jaughable relations. 
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Why will you Ponſonbies, your name degrade, 


The mean retailers of a party trade? 
Muſt you in miſchief ſeek malignant joy, 


And, where you cannot rule, muſt you deſtroy ? 120 
Or do you hope to ſhun the evil hour, 

And be the laſt whom faction ſhall devour *? 
Vain, empty hope |--that popery ſhall forget 

To pay her foes the Jong recorded debr. 

Can ſhe forget the wiſh which would debaſe 1425 
To hopeleſs toil, her ſuperſtitious race; 

Can ſhe forget the ſad opprethve hour, 

Which ſaw ye rule with all but regal power? 
Can ſhe forget the pride which ſpurned the land, 


In which a Papiſt could obtain command? 130 


Or is Democracy become ſo tame, 

To bend with reverence to an ancient name? 
Will ſhe forgive, in humble gratitude, 

The inborn guiltineſs of noble blood? 


(See wretched Orleans die unwept, unloved, 135 


The victim of the power himſelf had moved.) 
Think ye that hour their cheriſhed barred ends? 
In which your policy has made you friends ? 


If ſo, ruſh on, purſue your wild carcer, . 
And never ſtop until ye muſt deſpair. 140 
While thus at random {trays the adventurous ' 
mule, | 


And now a feather, now a fhade purſues— 

High through the vaſt expanſe of ther borne, 

A flaming brand from Diſcord's altar torn; 

By the mad hand of Mendax hurled on high, 145 


Glares with terrific omen thro' the [ky — 


Avert, 


Line 145.] This nobleman is one of the rich inhabitants ef 
Ireland, who reſide conſtantly abroad. My konoured uncle, 
George Faulkner, afjer whom 1 am baptized by the name of 


George, 


648.7 


Avert, good heaven, the parricidal fire, 
And er they reach us bid the flames expire. 
And is the ſun of noble Haſtings ſet, 

And fail the hond6urs of Plantagenet, 150 

That thus a mean adventurers doubtful race, 

Their line can ſully and their fame deface ?— 

No! their proud ſhades this mountebank diſclaim, 

This poor pretender to their ancient name— | 

This ſhrivelled, ſtalking, parchment pedigree, 185 1 

This barren, boaſtful genealogic tree — 

This learned profeſſor of the puffing art, 3 

This very Packwood of his own deſert— 

This talking General, this vaunting Peer, | 1 

In words tremendous and in frown ſevere— 168 | 

This ſtate quack Doctor, whoſe eternal theme, 

Like modeſt Brodum, is his on great name— 

Whoſe firſt attention for his country's health, 

Is to withdraw her too abundant wealth— 

And when the burning fever rages high, ] 

When moſt his {kill is wanted --then to fly; | 
C2 No! 


Gearge, uſed to ooferve—** That between the abſentee landlords, 
and the refident nobility ſpending their eſtates before they came of j 
age, in travels on the Continent, no manufacturer could get bread { 
in this conntry, unleſs he were an attorney.“ 
Line 150.] There were ſeveral gentlemen of this name Kings and | 
Queens of England,fram the time of King Henry II. to that of Queen 
Elizabeth and King James, when the Stuarts came in, from whom ö 
the late Earl of Moira was lineally deſcended, in as much as his ! 
wife was great, great, great, great grand-daughter of a natural | 
ſon of the Duke of Clarence, who was drowned in a butt of | 
Malmſ.-y Madeira—being fond of that liquor, which, next after f 
claret, is in great eftcem, and therefore defirable to be drowned 


therein, as a warning io all drunkards and other dc bauchees, who 
ruin themſelves by drinking ale, whiſkey and ardent ſpirits, diſtilled | 
from the wholeſome ſruits of the earth, which being ground might | 
be turned into barley bread, an excellent food for working people. | 


This Duke of Clarence was brother of Edward the IV. King of 
Great Britain, France and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, &c. 
God fave the King! 


(-: 0 0 


No! theſe proud ſhades reject the dire diſgrace, 
And ſpurn his banner from their gallant race 
While on the fields of ſad Columbia's ſhore, 


Still red with undiſcriminated gore, 170 
A thouſand wailing ghoſts his ſavage hand 
deplore: 


All gracious heaven! from this unhappy land, 
Avert the influence of that ſavage hand. | 
If, than all others, any one be worſe, 
Perverted talents are the greateſt curſe. 
See that pure wit, which virtue might adorn, 
By ſo depraved a wretch as“ borne--- 
See lettered Eunomus forlake the bar, 
To plot, in dark debate, domeſtic war--- 
See half mankind the bonds of reaſon break, 180 
They all are orators, they all muſt ſpeak; 
Learned and unlearned alike, the ſtammering 
fool, 
The grave Archbiſhop, and the child at ſchool, 
All loud, all dull, all eloquent by rule. | 
'Tis to this paſſion of our doating age, 135 
We owe the ſweets of democratic rage. 
The grocer's boy in rhetoric retails, | 
And trope and figure trim the butcher's ſcales; 
While words oft heard, but never underſtood, 
Sail proudly down the oratorial flood. 190 
— Fuexci- 
Line 178.] This is a Greek noun, uſed to ſignify a barriſter in 
the Four-courts of Areopagus, a city of Attica; and, according to 
this verſe, quarrelleth with his ſervants, wife, &c. at home, to 


which he is much addiQted—inſtead of minding his bricfs in the 
King's Bench, Weſtminſter Hall, the Tholſel Court, &c. Se. 


K-88 


EMANCIPATION—word of magic ſound, 
Swims with Rrroku, in myſtery profound; 6 
Th' aſtoniſhing hearer, wrapt in wonder, ſtands, 
And moſt admires, when leaſt he underſtands. 
When Parſons, of a little learning vain, 195 
To Erin leads his Argonautic train, 
And many a page of learned nonſenſe fills, 
Their ſhip to drag o'er ſeep Sarmatian hills; 
His harmleſs folly raiſes but a ſmile, 
And kind good nature might applaud his toil : 200 
But when hefproſes moſt profoundly deep, 
And o'er the ſenate waves the wand of fleep, 
Himſelf to perfect apathy refined, 
Freezing the ardour of each generous mind ; 
And while he drawls in one continuous hum, 205 
Who does not wiſh all Baronets were dumb ? 
In vain for food our orators would cry, 
Did not the PRESS a daily fund ſupply—, 
Did not new grievances, and doubts, and fears, 
With every poſt, aſſail their raptured ears— 210 
Did 


Line 191.) Emancipation is a Latin word, uſed by the ancient 
Romans, to ſigniſy the giving a diſcharge to a foot-man, butler, 
maid of all work, groom or other ſervant, which was done by a 
blow on the head; for the falſe giving whereof an Act of Parlia- 
ment hath been lately made, it being a public grievance and great 
trouble, that perſons who were drunken, idle and ſaucy, were 
diſcharged with good characters, of which the legiſlature hath 
taken notice. ; 

Line 192.] Reform—a French word, ſignifying the reſtoring of 
a thing to its true ſenſe ; and is therefore applied in all political 
debates, when it cannot be known what is the true ſenſe thereof. 

Line 195.) dir Laurence Parſons, Bart. hath lately written 
a book, proving that the Argonauts and other circumnavigators, 
under the command of Jafon, did navigate into Ireland, to obtain 
the golden fleece, the Giant's Cauſeway, St. Patrick's Purgatory, 
and other natural curioſities, wherewith ſaid ifland «bounds ; and 
being fatigued rowing, did take the thip Argo upon their ſhoulders, 


vyecr the hills of Tranſilvasia, to the port of Riga, from * 
| this 
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Did not inceſſant falſehood ſweil the page, 

With blood and Yauzhter, perfidy and rage; 

An athciſflecture, or a fimple plau, 

To rob and murder for the Rights of Man— 

With many a barbed fang and venomed dart, 215 
To plunge and 1ankle in the guiltleſs heart. 

Could worth or fortitude protect Clonmell, 

When on his head the ſhafts of flander fell? | 
Thoughſcattared by a madman's hand they came, 
Did they not ſettle with too certain aim, 204 
And to the centre ſhake his honeſt fame ? 

When Weſtmoreland, with too unthritty hand, 
Diffuſed his Sovereign's favours thro' the land; 
Till his benificence outran deſire, 

And im portunity began to tire 225 
Did not fell popery and her bigot brood, 

With ſlander pay the debt of gratitude ? 

Who can be ſafe, while ſlander thus can roam, 

And ſtab her victim in his peaceful home ? 
And while he ſhuns the rankling wouud in vain, 220 
Smiles with malignant pleaſure on his pain. 

Is there one yice or weakneſs which your mind 
Abhors the moſt, to which 'tis leaſt inclined ?— 
That vice or weakneſs on your name is hurled, 
And brands your honour to a {landerous world. 22: 
Docs ſpotleſs birth ſupport your honeſt pride? 
Your mother in a brothel ſhall have died. 

Does conſcious courage {well your ardent breaſt ? 
A thouſand lies your cowardice atteſt. 


Have 


this country doth annually import large quantities of hemp, balk, 
- Geer's tongues, pitch, furs and other commodities, which would 
grow in this iſland under proper encouragement :—He is alſo heir 


apparent to the barony of Oxmantown, near the Blue Coat 
Hoſpital. 


156 J 


Have you drank deep of learning's ſacred 
ſpring ? | 


| 240 
: 
The name of dunce in every ear ſhall ring 


Thus Cooke is ignorant and raw from ſchool, 


And Cuſſe a generous, unſuſpecting foolk— 

An horſewhipped coward, Barrington appears, 

And perjured Ogle loſes both his cars— 245 

Diſhoneſty aſſails Latouche's tame, 

And inſolence is joined with Enniſkillen's name. 
But at the ſhrine of Faction bend the knee, 

Adore the fiend of hell Democracy : 

Obſcene as Griffith, blaſphemous as Dodd, 250 

Renounce your Saviour and abjure your God. 


In guilt impartial, friends and foes betray, 


And let your vices blaze in open day; 


Then every Journal with your praife ſhall ring, 


The Prtss your endleſs eulogics ſhall fing— 255 
Your glorious name in every page ſhall ſtand, 
The pureſt patriot of a ſuffering land 


And 


Line 241, A due is a blockhead, of which there be 

ſeveral kinds, in particular the late Mr. Pope handleth them with 
reat ſeverity, in his excellent poem called after them, Tux 

dt mn which ſeveral of the greateſt wits of his time are 
accordingly reviled, under the type of diving into Fleet ditch, and 
other ſcandalous libels, | | 

Line 250.) Amyas Griffith, an author, well known for his 
patriotiſin and crooked legs—alſo of ſeveral tracts written upon him- 
ſelf, with great taſte and modeſty—alſo InſpeQor General of Ulſter, 
which he loſt by employing the influence of corruption, in the 
cauſe of independence, as appearcth upon the glaſs windows of all 
the inns in Ireland—alſo Mrs. Leeſon's Memoirs, written by 
herſelf, alias Peg Plunket, after her death, in which are introduced 
many diverting jokes upon ſaid Griffith's legs, the chriſtian religion, 
the holy ſtate of matrimony, and other curious ſubjeQs. : 

Same line.] Dr. Jimes Solas Dodd, a perfon of great learning. 
he never having been hanged at Tyburn, but bis name-ſake, 
Dr. William Dodd, for forgery, in 1775; he not having leit a 
portrait of himſelf, Dr. J. S. Dodd very obligingly fat for his 
picture, in order to graufy and improve the public, for which 
purpoſe be hath lately tranſlated the Pilgrim's Progreſs into blank 
verſe, to the great advancement of religion and picty. 
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And ſkould your crimes the ſleeping laws provoke, 
You ſhall have ſpeeches which you never ſpoke— 
Shallhave this cordial comfort while you ſwing, 260 
That countleſs traitors from your. blood ſhall 
ſpring— _ | 
Eternal elegies ſhall ſing your name, 
Eternal affidavits ſhall enflame, | 
Shall fix your ſterling guilt and prove your well 
earn'd fame. 
Thus to inglorious induſtry refigned, 2605 
Too paltry for his high aſpiring mind, 
Might farmer Orr have run his humble race, 
And never changed, or wiſh to change his place— 
But ſtrong perſuaſion flowed from Grattan's tongue, 
And Orr believed—grew ind iſereet and hung: 270 
Had not fierce Calvin ſteeled his ſtubborn ſoul, 
Had he acknowledged holy Rome's controul, 
Rome might have canonized his ſacred name, 
And given a rival to St. Sheehy's fame. 


Nor 


Line 267.] William Orr, of Farranſhane, County of Antrim, 
armer, who, to the great aſtoniſhment of himſelf and the public, 
fwas found guilty and hanged, by a jury of ſaid county, which 
wasto be particularly lamented, in as much as heretofore an honeſt 
and independent humour had prevented them from convicting any 
perſon being a Defender or: concerned in High Treaſon—well - 
knowing that if they did ſo, their haggards would be conſumed, 
their own throats cut, their houſes ſet on fire, and their poultry. 
put to an ignominious death=which {aid conſiderations ſhould have 
juſtly prevented their finding Mr. Orr guilty of the crime he had 
committed, he being a man of a.comely ſtature, confiderable 
influence in the country, and ſix ſeet high in his ſtockings—of which 
g very extenſive manufactory is carried on at-Connemara, in the 
ounty of Clare, equally wholefome, ſoft and delightful as Spanith 
wool, or any other ſkins imported by the furriers. | 
Line 274.] Dr. Nicholas Sheehy, pariſh prieſt of Clogheen, 
a reputable Village in the County of Tipperary, ia the dioceſe of 
Dr. Huſſcy, citular Biſhop of Waterford, who was hanged about 
the year of our Lord A, D. 1769, for obeying the firſt law of 


nature, 


C44) 


Nor is this all—but to your wondering eyes, 2 
Your coward vices into virtues riſe. | 


Has, like O—r's, your unſhrinking back, 
With patience borne an horſewhip's fierce attack ? 
D Have 


nature, ſelf-defence, in the wilful murder of John Bridge, being 
ſuſpe&ed of intending to inform againſt the Whiteboys of ſaid 
1 which ſaid Sheehy was canonized by the Pope, and his 
nes are prayed unto accordingly, to the edification of devoir 
perſons, who are thereby excited unto a noble patriptiſm again(t 
informers, and a proper hatred of all governments, | 

Line 277.] An ingenious friend, alſo a Genera] Officer, and 
a member of the Royal Iriſh Academy, hath favoured me with 
the following obſervations hereon :;— 

* In my laſt work, which makes the four hundred and ſeventy- 
£fth volume of my writings upon Iriſh Indico-Phenician Antiqui- 
ties, I have proved r that the Latin and Hindoo names 
for Ireland are exactly the ſame: The words Suwarna dwip in the 
latter, requiring = litile flection to render it into Hibernia inſula, 
as is apparent by reflecting, chat five letters in eleven ſyllabſes is 
no common degree of coincidence. 

The word which is deficient iu the verſe above, is only to be diſ- 
covered by the Initial and final letters O*****r, O is a very uſual 

refixure of Iriſh ſurnames; the name is, therefore, neceſſarily 
Leim but what name, farther remains to be diſcovered-—Zoro- 
aſter King of Bactria, was an Indian or Perſian legiſlator of great 
renown (vid Oroſium, Plinium, Juſtinum, Clementem in Itiner: 
& Antonin, tom 1, tit 2, cap. 12.): the letter Z is not to be found 
in the Iriſh alphabet: "Taking it away, we have the word Orogſter 
perfectly ſuiting the initial and final letters in this inſtance ; but 
here another. conſideration ariſes, that of metrical accuracy :—- 
To be candid, Oroaſter cannot be read in the line as it ſtands, and 
though the proverbial mildneſs of the Hindoos might well accord 
with the character here deſcribed, it would be Ciſhcult to reconcile 
this incongruity, had I not in my laft jouregy to Kilmacumpfhangh 
diſcovered a moſt valuable and venerable tradition, by which 
Roderic O'Connor, King of Connaught is f{aid, „ to have come 
to Ireland from the riſing fun ;” Obvioutly the Eaſt, Oriens now 
it is plain that the words Oroaiter and Oconor begin and terminate 
with che ſame letters, it is only requiſite to turn Oro into Ocon, 
and after into nor and the names become exittly the ſame. Thus 
we ſee that the great Zoroaſter the Magician, Wizard, Conjurer, 
Warlock, Sorcerer, and Soothſayer, was no other than Roderic 
O'Connor, King of Connaught ---It is remarkable too that the ſect 
ot Guebres ot wo: ſhippers vi fre, which he founded, is yet extant 
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Have you, like him, obeyed your-captive.noſe ? 

To manly fortitude your meanneſs grows— 280 

Have you renounced the robes you would dif- 
grace, 


And ſtripped the ſordid ulcers of your race? 


Unbounded praiſe ſhall fill your ſated ear, 


And nature's nobles hail their brother peer— 

Even Democrats, thro' this diſtorted eye, 285 

Can wiſdom in an idiot Duke defcry— 

Or heedleſs of the book-learned critic's {ncer, 

Can fee a fecond Sappho in B ; 

Devoting, to the ſacred rights of men, 

A nauſeous perſon and a ribald pen— 290 

While her pure ſympathetic love adorns, 

With many a wreathe obſcene, her C###*##'z 5 horns. 
There was a time when Innocence could dare) 

The wildelt ravings of the Press to bear; 

Calm in a ſpotleſs heart, could chearly ſmile, 295 

And hear a raadman or a fool revile : 

Sure, when revolving years had rolled away, 

To ſec the falichood ſtand expoſed to da) — 

The lie refuted. cleared her injured fame, : 

As precious metals purify by flame. 300 

But in theſe times, when leagued with murder foul, 

Democracy and maniac flander prowl— 


* 


When 


- jn. the province of Connaught, inſomuch that the inhabitants are 


call.d fire caters, from an idle ſuppoſition of the uninformed, that 
as they worlhip, 4 they mult eat fire. 
"Thus is my fayourite doctrine of an antient oriental connection 


finely ſupported, and an uſcful hint thrown. out for future 
antiquarians. 


| cannot take leave of my reader without e that in my 
next work, ] hope to prove with equal clearneſs that Porus, Ning 


of India, was à' firſt couſin, if not half brother to Eagain Ceanſealac/ 
More, King of Leinſter and Prince of Breffany. 8 


C. V. 


(19-3 
When greedy for the hapleſs victim's life, 
Malignant falſhood whets th' affailin's knife—. 
Enjoys the victim writhing in his ſmart, 205 
And tears, with bloody fangs, his quivering heart 
The wiſe may tremble, and the brave may fear, 
And ever the honeſt dare not be ſincere. 

True! we have laws, but in theſe wayward times, 
To ſeek their ſhelter is the worſt of crimes— 310 
Direct their thunder, lay one ruffian low, 

And at his heels a thouſand ruffians grow 

inſtructed mobs ſhall hoot and hiſs by rote, 

und ſcreaming ſlander ftrain a tenfold throat 

Then vulgar obloquy ſhall hunt you down, 315 

And chace your namethrough all the envious town. 

Your hollow friends ſupport the general league, 

And lukewarm prudence dreads you as the 

plague— 

You walk in ſolitude the crowded ſtreet, 

And cautious wealth avoids you when you 
mect. 320 

But, bounteous heaven, to our enraptured eyes, 
Bids better hopes and brighter proſpects rile— 
The polar ſtar in pureſt glory ſtreams, 

The Blur and Orance blended in his beams— 
From DerRy's ſacred walls the ray divine, 325 
- Directs our ſect to freedom's holy ſhrine— 

Shews us the blood-beſpotted courſe to ſhun, 
Where Gallia's comet her mad race has run; 
And while we tread in pure religion's road, 

Our King to honour, and to fear our God. 330 
Yes! the deſcendants of that gallant band, 

Who once did ſave—again ſhall ſave the land— 


| In 
Line 338.] V. the Derry addreſs, December, 1797. p 


665 
In vain | fodigion lifts the maniac cry, 


And recreant Whigs our liberties deny— 
*##*#* in vain, with patriot fury wild, 


In vain Cethegus plot in dark debate, 
To ſcreen a murder or deſtroy the ſtate— 


To ruſh infatuate on our Veomen's ſwords. 
Since Loyalty from Derry s ſacred walls, 
The patriot Proteſtants of Erin calls; 


And emulate intrepid Walker's fame — 


Or fall the martyrs of the glorious cauſe. 


aba, and ought not to be the law of Ireland. 
Heu quam mutati !“ 
« Hew much unlike their patriot fires of old.“ 


3 


* . 6 T2 
1 END op Canto IF. 


Bids us remember gallant Murray's name, 


225 


May daunt a witneſs or confound a child— 


In vain ſhall Gallia pour her deſperate hordes, 


340 


Bids us, like them, defend our faith and laws, 345 


Line 334.] All the arguments of the Wuics, on the 5th of 
May, 1795, went to prove that the Bill of Rights i is not, nevdr 


p. R. 


